JOURNAL   OF   ARNOLD   BENNETT
said: " The majority never wants anything. I don't think the
majority even want to breathe." He talked in this pseudo-
effective strain nearly all the night—probably nervousness as
usual. About half a dozen times he repeated that for "The
Winter's Tale " Barker had made the stage " look like a public
lavatory ". He said he liked farces and preferred " Charley's
Aunt " to Barker's " Winter's Tale ". And he thought " Lady
Windermere's Fan" was " a charming and fine comedy".
Which it is not. Not until somebody said that'' The Importance
of Being Earnest" is the finest farce of modern times (which it is)
did he fofaTc at all of Wilde's only good play. He liked Becque,1
and he thought Ibsen's dialogue unequalled and that it would
probably not be beaten by anybody hereafter. But he regarded
the theatre generally as a clumsy and infantile art, in which he
was quite right. " You've made a very great deal of money,"
he said to me politely. I told him that that wasn't my fault,
and I couldn't help it. Whereupon he emerged from his gaffe
with a certain grace by saying with a serious air that he wished
he could do it.
P. came and interrupted us with a tale about the Luard
murder, explaining that only one ring had been taken from Mrs.
Luard, and that that ring contained a stone taken from an Indian
idol, that old Luard received many letters accusing him of having
killed his wife, and that he then committed suicide ; and now
that Luard fits had telegraphed to England from India that the
jewel was mysteriously back on the idol hi the temple 1! I
" Strange, isn't it," he said, " that there was an Indian exhibition
that year ? " I asked if this remarkable story was in the papers.
He said enigmatically that it would not be " allowed " to get
into the papers for several days yet, and that the Government
had ordered an inquiry. He thoroughly believed the tale; he
hugged it and loved it. He always has some such tale to tell.
And yet if one told him he was ingenuous he would be astounded.
October izth.
Tate Gallery. Crowds. A class of girls. Many couples, who
simply used the place as they would a park in summer. One
couple stood right up against Steer's " Music Room " (which I
went specially to see) for about a minute, and then retired saying
1 Henri Becque, author of " Parisienne ", " Les Corbeanx ", and other
•well-known, plays.
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